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[ONE PENNY. utd 


PLAYING AT BALDWIN. 


‘* Professor Baldwin little thought, when he invented his parachute, that indirectly he would be the cause of injuring Papa for life. This new game the 
street boys have taken up of tying the four corners of a handkerchief to a stone, or heavy weight of any kind, is all right enough when the arrangement descends 
safely to the ground, but when it alights, say on the bald head of an elderly gentleman, it is not quite so amusing. Papa’s experience in Regent’s Park the 
other morning will, I am afraid, end badly. Lardi Longsox, who was with him, is suffering from a severe shock to the nervous system.’’—Toortsi£. 


A LEFT-HANDED MURDERER. 


OnE autumn day, at noon, in 1786, in a sparsely populated 
part of Kirkcudbright, a half-witted girl was found by her 
parents in their cottage lying dend upon the floor, with a 
shocking gash in her throat. There appeared to be no 
reason to suppose it to be a case of suicide, and the doctors 
called in to examine the wound were satisfied that it had 
been inflicted by a person who must have held the instru- 
ment in his left hand. 

On examining the ground without the cottage, footsteps, 
seemingly those of a person running away in the direction 
of a quagmire or bog, were discovered. It seemed, also, that 
the person had slipped his foot crossing some stepping- 
stones, and must have gone into the mire half way up his 
leg. Drops of blood were also found, and the impression of 
a blood-stained hand upona gate. The prints of the foot- 
steps were carefully measured, and an exact impression j 
taken of them, and it was agreed that they were those of a 
man who must have worn shoes, the soles of which had { 
been newly mended. Not the slightest suspicion was 


FEMALE BICYCLISTS TO THE FORE. 


attached to any person, nor was it known that the girl had 
been engaged in any intrigue, until the doctors gave evidence 
to the effect that she had been about to become a mother. 


At the funeral a number of persons attended, and the bg 
Stewart-député caused all the men (about sixty) to be called fr ; 
together afterwards, and their shoes to be taken off and }) 


1. “How horridly awkward they are to get on.” 2. “Ob, gracious me!” 8. “Oh, Charley, save 19!” she cried, as she flew into hisarms, | examined,and oneat length was discovered that corresponded 
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exactly to the impression in dimensions, shape of the foot, form of 
the sole, apparently newly mended, and the number and position 
of clump nails, William’ Richardson, a young man to whom the 
shoe belonged, being asked where he was on the day of the murder, 
without embarrassment stated that he had been all day at work for 
his master, and this his fellow-servants contirmed, so he was, for 
the time, set at liberty. 

It was at first supposed that some of a boat's crew from Ireland, 
who had landed on the coast close to the scene of the murder, 
might have had a hand in it, but the motive for the crime, as no 
robbery had been committed, could not be easily found, and gradu- 
ally facts came to light which fixed the guilt on Richardson, He had 
some time previously, been seen in company with the murderec 
girl more than once, and chaffed on his odd taste, and had appeared 
to be ashamed and angry, A man who sat next to him, ween the 
shoes were being measured, said that he trembled a good deal, 

In the interval, between this measuring and his apprehension, it 
was also proved that he had been advised to fly, and had replied, 
hopelessly, “ Where am I to fly to?” On the day of the murder, 
too, his fellow-servants now remembered that he had been absent 
for about halfan hour in the forenoon, under pretence of going 
toasmith’s shop, which was not far distant from the girl's home, 
and the smith remembered his calling there upon some confused 
errand, seemingly not knowing himself what he wanted. A girl 
als», some hundred yards from the cottage, saw a man she took to 
be Richardson running towards it, but did not see him return. 

His fellow-servants now remembered they had noticed that one 
of his stockings was wet and dirty, and for this he had accounted 
in an improbable fashion, and a search being made for the stock- 
ings he had worn that day, they were found concealed in the thatch 
of the garret where he slept, muldy and blood-stained, 

His fice was scratched, and he said he had been nutting ; but 
above all things to fix the guilt on him was his acknowledgment 
that he was 1-ft-handed, 

He was guilty, sure enough, and had committed the crime to rid 
himself of the embarrassing attachment of his half-witted victim. 
The knife with which he did the deed was found where he told 
the priest attending him he had hidden it. 


* ¥ * * * * 

“Billiam,” bleated the Babe, “he spoilt himself over them shoes 
he Pree See what comes of being so beastly careful of your 

vits of things.” 

“It was his hands and feet both brought him into trouble,” said 
Rilliam. “1 he'd a-been born without arms or legs, most likely 
he'd never have been hanged at all.” 

“| shouldn't wonder,” thoughtfully murmured the Babe. 

(Next week, * The Wrong Bones.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


_>— 


*,* Owing to the demand on our space, we cannot guarantee tu 
answer Correspondents immediately on the receipt of their 
Queries—particularly the queerest ; but all questions put to 
the Editor, or to any member of “THE FAMILY,” will be 
answered in due course. Correspondents wishing their MSS, 
or Sketches to be returned should enclose stamps for that 


purpose, . 


DoustruL.—You had hetter compete in some of our Prize Com- 

vtitions; it is your only way to become an F,O.S.—GEORGE 

OWLAND (Bevois Street, Southampton).—.Vo, your sketches are 
not up to the * HALF-HOLIDAY” standard by a long way. Lf you 
want them back, you had better send on the stamps.——A. J. 
RoBERTS (Duke Street).—Glad you enjayed yourself. Thanks for 
Litter, and its enclosure, which has found a place among the 
© Relies."——MABEL M.—Naughty Mabel ! we're almost afraid of 
you, By-the-bye, though, don't you think you had better let us 
know if such a thing should happen again? we might be able to 
help you wonderfully, you know, dear,——J. DOCKER (Manchester). 
~ Ail in good time, Johnny, my boy, all in good time.—A., T, P.— 
Yor. —A, VENABLES (Philip Lane, E.C.).— Almost impossible, as 
you say.——T. KENNEDY (Forest Gate).— Wedonot know the date, 
—1 ¥re.—Sorry you have not been successful after two applica- 
tions, Really, we must speak to the judges about your case ; it is 
ahardship.—S. Fox (Spelman Street, E.).—Surry we have no space 
for your verses.—A. F., (Brixton).— Furnish us with your name 
and address. and we will sce what we can do for you.— D, SPEAR- 
MAN (Truro).— Vea, i¢ was reevived all right, and has been placed 
with the “ Relics,” so be happy.—T. P. PRICE (Brixham).— We 
can only inform you that your coupons are reevived all right, and 
that you hare done nothing to forfeit your chance of a Watch 
H. BROARDBENT,—Nothing was further from our thoughts, we 
assure you.——L, ROWLANDS (Baw).—All in good time, my boy ; 
all in good time, Please do not be so impatient——J, KuGIn 
(Pimlico).—We gave a notice of the ball in the * Ally-Campane.” 
Perhaps you didn't notice tt—S, F, SHIELDS (Cloudesley Square, 
Islington)—As you please, Send stamps in, however, to cover cost 
of postage ——L, 8. VICKERS (St. Leonards).—No, s¢ 28 of no use. 
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“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in Great Britain, 


Forwarded toany part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and 4 nited States of Amcrica, post-free: 
3 Months, 18. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIFS,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
apecial arrangement at our 


s s 
£1:1:0 
And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” will be given for the 

Nearest Guess to the Exact Number of Pictures contained in 


“ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS,” 


Published MONDAY, DECEMBER 10TH. 


As this is bound to bea Gigantic Competition, please write Name 
and Address, and Number Guessed, on the back of a Post-Card, 


and send it to— 
“OLD NOSFEY,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 
4% The List will close SATURDAY, DECEMBER IST, 1888, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


“T was reading something to-day, dad, about ‘taking the goods 
the gods provide,’” said young Sharpshins. “ What are the goods 
the gods provide?” “ Humph!” grunted the old man, “from my 
limited experience, I should say empty ginger-beer bottles and 
orange-peel, my boy.” * * 


“OH!” exclaimed little Softy, as he gazed upon the object of his 
adoration at a distance, “oh, that I were only the book in her dear 
little hand!” “Better not,” replied his practical friend, “ for you 
may be certain she would shut you up directly she saw what you 
were.” ee 

* 

“Upon my word, Tottie, it’s too bad,” declared an excited swain. 
“Here, you know how I love you, and you don’t carea bit, You 
treat me worse than you do your dog.” “Don’t say that, Mr. 
Muttitee,” murmured Tottie ; “it’s unkind, for I'm sure | have never 
anade any difference between you! Have I, Fido, dear?” 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 239.--The “Grandmamma " Costume. 


“One good squeeze is better than any | 
number of soft words ;" besides, a large hand 
covers so much of the human anatomy at 


one time, 


GHOSTLY? NOT AT ALL! 


Unconsciously Ticketed. 
And for once the “ goods” are 
| rightly described. 


Mary. Oh! James, whatever are you doing ? 
James (in a whisper). Sh-h-h! The guv‘nor’s gone out, and I'm looking for 


the “spirits of the departed.” 


Orie aan Teomant, - 


i $ 


EDISON’S NEW INVENTION. 
Evelina, Drat the thing! Nearly 
frightened me to death! If poor Uncle 
ALLY’s bottle of ‘Unsweetened’ hadn't 
been handy, I don’t know what Ishould + 


have done! 


BL 


Fair Huntress. Oh! rapture. The 


brush is mine, I say, I am indeed 
the Vict'ress of the day. 


“Tsay, mother,” exclaimed one of the little Cl 
other erenthe, “what's a hippodrome?” “A a pie ol me 
replied the old lady, fixing her spectacles, as she prepared to look 
at the formidable word. ‘“‘Oh—ah—yes—jest so; why, I should 
bef Fi Bnd be some prea animal that Mr. Stanley has found 
n ca—a mixture atween a hi rpoter ¢ 
by the look of the name.” s ss potercaed "snd a cromeerdary, 
* 


DEAR old ALLY! He's a good old chappie, he is, but just a Ji 
bit—eh, don't you think so? It was rete well on towers tre 
small hours the Other evening, and we had been sampling some 
space Old Tom that a confiding wine merchant had sent in, when 
the Eminent observed ina contidential semitone, “It's very shtrange 
you know, and | can’t 'sactly account for it ; sometimes one fellow's 
right, you know, and sometimes another, but, "pon my word, I'm 
the only man | know that’s always right—fact !" , 

.* 


* 
“Pat,” said the pe “T'm much afraid— 
That is to say, | am thinking— 
That you are on the downward grade ; 
I'm tould you're given to drinking.” 


“Och! sure, yer howlyness is wrong ; 
Some dirty spalpeen’s tould a flam, 
For sure as I can sing a song 
A strong tatotaller | am.” 


“ Now, Pat, I know you've tould a lie, 
And Heav’n will ne’er be yer piller,.” 
“Yer honour's wrong,” was Pat's reply ; 
“1 meant a po-tatotiller.” 

s.* 


“You remember old Dobbs, who was cremated last year?” said 
Finoinrer, a es,” ie eee Shan “The widow married again 
yesterday,” observed Firminger. “ Humph!” gru N : 
* husband cremated—widow remated,” : ee 

= * 
* 
“WHat's your opinion of Dr. Morbus, Mr. O'Flaherty?” inter. 
ryan Bee ik - ea ag gs of hin, is it?” Shaetvel th 
aherty. “The spalpane, Oi wouldn’t have him att 2 
dog of mine, bedad P : ra aremrerdeat 
* 


ScENE.—TZhe Inner Office at Sloper’s, Enter Baron R-thsch-ld 
The Baron, Good morning, Mi SLOPER ; I've just dropped in 
to see if you would sell me the “ HALF-HOLIDAY.’ 
Ally, With pleasure, my dear Baron, 
The Baron drat cheque book), How much shall we sav 
Forty thousand—fifty—sixty/ Name your price. 
Ally.—Oh, no, Baron; Only one penny! Hi, without there’ 
Current number of the “ HALF-HoLipay ” for the Baron. 
* * 
= 
“Haw! I'm—er—looking about for—er—a good moor, don't vou 
know,—er—want some—er—shooting, you know—er,” mouthed 3 
second-class swell. “ Where would you suggest—er—would be the 
best place—er—to find it?” “Morocco,” came the sententiou: 
reply. ++ 


“Yaas, Miss Simpson, it’s a fact. I always give thirty shilling: 
for my hats. 'Pon my soul 1 do,” declared Jiggins, “It 
seems a good deal of money, doesn’t it?” said Miss Simpson. 
* But certainly you have a very fat head.” 

we 
* 
ONE of those things which I can’t understand, 
Which perhaps you'll explain if yeu do, 
How can a woman become a fellow? 
This ofttimes occurs at the Zoo, 
= 


* 

“You know that goat that butted the Rev. Mr, Canter and 
knocked him into the ditch?” said one yokel gossip to another 
“Yes; what of it?” was the reply. “Why, he was dred in that 
stable!” said the first speaker. “ Lor’, now, that’s funny ; I thought 
the goat was the butter.” ee 

* 


“T SAAY, my man, what do you—er—consider the best costume 
for fighting in, eh?” inquired a second-class swell of a pugilistic 
potman. “The best costoom?” repeated Potty. “Why, shirt- 
sleeves, in course.” ee 

* 

WE met young Flibberty the other day. He has lately married 
£60,000 attached to a woman old enough to be his mother. 
“Hallo, Flib,” we exclaimed, as we extracted a choice Havani 
from the case he held towards us, “we thought you had promise 
not to smoke any more.” “No, deah boy,” he replied, “1 promised 
never to smoke another pipe. And I'll keep my word, too ; cig:t- 
are quite good enough for me.” » » 

* 


“Er—excuse me, doctor,” said Mr. Griffin, who had just arrives! 
out, “ but—er—how long do youn—er—think a man might live in 
Indian?” “Why, my boy, that entirely depends upon the lir 
answered Dr. Pepperpod. ee 

*~ 


A CORRESPONDENT writes to a weekly contemporary for a recip: 
to erase iudelible ink! This is bad enough, but the said contemp 
rary actually gives the required recipe. O tempura, O mores! 

-_* 


* 
I'm a bachelor free, 
And from widows I flee, 
’Gainst them it isn’t any use to struggle ; 
With all their smirks and smiles, 
Their artful ways and wiles, 
It’s all U P when they begin to juggle. 


Hindoos are men of sense, 
With widows they dispense, 
And send them all to Heaven on a pyre. 
I think I'll turn Hindoo, 
Then widows cannot woo, es 
For they've all joined their husbands through the fire. 
* 


* 

“T7’s a beautiful bit of stuff, isn’t it 2” said a dressmaker, who hia 
just brought home a new dress, “ Yea, it doesn’t seem bad,” replie! 
a lady’s-maid, turning it inside out, and examining the wrong =!" 
“What are you looking at it that way for?” enquired the dress: 
maker, “Why?” exclaimed the maid; “why, because mir" 
doesn’t give them to me until they want turning, so | always hav 
to look at the wrong side.” +e 


A STRANGE clergyman preached in Sloper's Island the tht 
Sunday, and towards the end of his sermon he observed, * [cannet 
conclude without saying a few words respecting the admiral’ 
behaviour of the school I see on my right. During the whole «! 
the service, their attention has been wonderful—in fact, in ever’ 
respect, they have been an example to the remainder of the cor 
gregation.” He noticed two or three people sniggering, but thoneiit 
nothing of it, until afterwards, in a vestry, the clerk told lim 
that the school in question was a contingent from adeaf and du 
establishment in the neighbourhood. 


cotablishment in the neighbourhood, 
ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 


The next picture offercd to the readers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S Tatr-Torip My ; 
is a large oil paintiny by W.B. WOLLEN, measuring 6ft. in. x Sft.,in wa 
some pod frame, representing the Storming of the Motee Mahal, Luck 
and the 


HEROIC DEED OF CAPTAIN (NOW VISCOUNT) WOLSELEY. 


All that has to be done is to make ONF. APPLICATION ONLY, by sendin? 
Envelope with this announcement enclosed, together with the Name + 
Address of the Applicant, any time before December 31st. 

Address—" ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” © 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E 


*,* This Picture will shortly be on View. 
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Saturday, November 24, 1888, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


TOOTSIE AT THE GAIETY. 


—— 


ACCORDING to His Grace the Dook Snook, the burlesque of once 
upon a time,was nothing like the entertaiuments popular now-a- 
days. He even 
goes so far as to 
say that what 
other old fogies 
delizht to call 
the “ giants of 
burlesque,” 
could they, if 
dead, come to 
life again, or, if 
alive, middle- 
aged and fat, be 
once again at 
their best, the 
modern —audi- 
ences would not 
care for the per- 
formance. He 
says except 
once, perhaps 
out of curiosity, 
no one would 
sit out the sort 
of ch soe 
80 popular when 
Robson or 
Rogers, Clarke, 
Marie Wilton, 
and others far 
too numerous 
to mention in 
the small space 

Valentine: Martha: at my disposal, 
GEORGE STONE. Maria JoNEs. were the town's 
idols, and that 

the golden youth of to-day wouldn't give a shirt-button to see it. 

I can't say myself, of course, not having happened to be about in 
those antediluvian periods, but I doubt if the best of the comic lot 
ever got within miles of Arthur Roberts or Fred Leslie ; and as for 
the Long-Stockinged Loveliness, why, do you know the dresser at 
the“ Friv.” once told me that she remembers when the longest 
stockings weren't long a bit! I£ you look, dears, in your Ma's 
library,at some old play book that says on its title-page “ Embellished 
witha fine wood-engraving, from an original drawing made expressly 
ior the work by Mr. I. R, Cruikshank, and executed by Mr. White” 
(that’s how they talked then), you may probably come across a 
“burlesque boy,” with petticoats to her knees, a deal of feminine 
fizure, bell-pull ringlets, and a chignon or dobbin or plait behind— 
the silliest-looking 
creature imaginable, 

What I say is, give 
me burlesques as they 
are. It’s a fortunate 
circumstance when one 
is born for one’s own 
generation, as are Poor 
Pa and I. T am con- 
tent to leave it to the 
ghosts of the sanguine 
puties who look to- 
wards posterity and 
the coming by-and- 
bye, to enjoy them- 
selves to their utmost 
on terme: 2 _ earth, 
ind so, in the” mean- 
while, let us go to the 
Gaietv Theatre, where 
Georgie Sims and 
Harry Pettitt (prolific 
geniuses, both) have 
polished Fuust Up to 
Dutc orto the knocker, 
and given the girls and 
boys there employed a 
lot of chances of song- 
singing and toe-twist- 
ing, and of looking 
funny or pretty, as, 
according to sex, the 
cise may be. For in- Faust: Marguerite: 
stance, you will find Fanny RoBINa. FLORENCE St. JOuN. 
Florence St. John in 
her best form, as special-licensed Marguerite (the first Marguerite 
with good “lines” that I remember). Fanny Robina, too, is a 
weet young man as Faust, singing with a sense of the fun of the 
words, and dancing gracefully, and Jenuie McNulty, as Siebel, tells 
us how she ariost 1 3 love in a way that surely ought to have 
fetched any Well-Regulated Girl. Maria Jones's Martha is very 
good and very funny—in quite the true spirit of burlesque. 

Lillian, Florence, Eva, and another yum-yummer dance a pas de 
peas which gets a big encore. As Mephistopheles—who comcs 
down from heaven, or the flies, or somewhere quite different to the 
usual starting-point—Lonnen is fantastically funny, dances diabolic- 
ally well,and sings a song called “ Enniscorthy” (that’s Oirish, ye 
know), as naturally as though he had been born a Commissiun 
witness, 

As the Waxworks, George Stone is awfully funny, only he ought 
to have owned 
up that the 
watch that 
saved his life 
was one of Poor 
Pa’s, and not a 
Waterbury. 
Emma Brough- 
ton I must not 
forget asa dash- 
ing Wagner fair 
to see, nor 
Harry Parker, 
of many cob- 
webs, whom we 
should have 
liked to see 
more of. It is 
a proper show 
altogether, and 
you must go 
and see it, and 
listen to Meyer 
Lutz’s bright 
and effective 
music, 

And to think 
of a Marguerite 
one need not 
blush over! 
Why didu't 
Henry and Ellen 


Mephistopheles : Old Faust: anticipate Har- 
E. J, Lonnen. HARRY Pankker. ry and George? 
here have 


heen, the Dook Snook tells me, all sorts of burlesque versions of 
Faust, the first being at the Strand, where someone burlesqued 
Charles Kean, who was giving Boucicault’s serious version at the 
Princess's, There was also one at the Lyceum, in which Soldene 
Played Marguerite. 


TWENTY SLOPER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK 
To Purchasers of 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Cut out and sill in the Label printed below, and post it to :— 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperics,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


THE “SLOPER” WaATCE 
COMPETITION. 


“‘ Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” November 24th, 1888. 


NBN ee en 
Address 


Occupation, if any ........ 


How many times applied occccosorcvseseinesensnsnneim: 


How long a Purchaser of} . 
the “Half-Holiday”’ . 


The list for this week's Competition will close on Wednesday 
evening next, November 2th, 1888. The Result of the Competition of 
November 17th, 1888, will be published in the * HALF-HOLIDAY " for 
December 1st, 1888. 


120th WEEK. 
RESULT OF NOVEMBER 10th COMPETITION. 


The following Twenty Applicants hace been awarded 
““sLOPEBR” WATCHES :- 


W. H. CARTER, Bootmaker, 151 Clarence Road, Clapton. ©, 43 years. 
Subscriber—2 years, 49 weeks. NDON. 
WILLIAM H. CURTON, Railway Guard, 5 Shorrold’s Road, Walham 
Greon. Age, 26 years. Subscribor—3 years, 36 weeks. NDON. 
ARTHUR TYTHERLEIGH, Tram Conductor, 447 York Road, Wazds- 
worth. Age, 25 years. Subscriber—since October, 1885. LONDON, 
JAMES JOWLE, Labourer, Burrfield Terrace. Age, 22 years. Subscriber 
—82 weeks. CHAPEL-EN-LE-FRITH. 
W. H. CHANNON, Foreman, Hillfiekd. Age, 23 years. Subscriber—2 years, 
4 weeks. CHEDDAR. 
EDWIN J. MOORE, Clerk, Railway Station. Age, 17 years. Subscriber— 
since February 11th, 1886. CROW RORO’. 
G. BUSKIN, Signalman, Railway station. Age, 26 years. Subscriber.-2 
years, 5 months. DOGDYKE. 
WILLIAM STEWART, Accountant, 45 Longwood Avenue, South Circular 

Road. Age, 19 years. Subscriber-2 years, 14 weeks. DUBLIN. 
HENRY JAMES SMITH, Poiutsman, 27 New Market Square. Age. 28 
years. Subscriber—over 3 years. BLAENAU FESTINIOG. 

10. A. WARD, Booking Clerk. Age, 18 years. Subscriber—over 8 oars i 
ENSALL. 

11. JAMES ARNOTT, Clerk, Church Street. Age, 26 years. Subscriber—19 
months, 2 weeks, HOWDON-ON-TYNE. 

12, H. SUMMERELL, North Street. Age, 16 years. eubecr er ne Na: 25. 
NAILSEA. 

13, JAMES McCRAITH, Articled Law Clerk, The School House. Subscriber 
—about 3 years. RESTON, 

14. W. G. BULLEMENT, Typefounder, 7 Mitchell Street. Age, 25 years. Sub- 
scriber—2 years, 47 weeks. SHEFFIELD. 

15, W. STEWARD, Porter, Railway Station. Age, 25 years. Subscriber—1 
ear, 36 weeks. SNETTISHAM. 

16. CHARLES BOLTON, Newsboy, 25 Princess Street. Age, 14 years. Sub- 
scriber—since No. 8. SPENNY MOOR. 

17, ERNEST J. EYRE, Photographer, Woodville, Tyler Co. Age, 24 years. 
Subscriber—since the start. TEXAS (U.S.A.). 

18. WILLIAM C. MORRELL, Gardener, Tatefleld Valley. Age, 15 years. 
Subscriber—3 years, 4 months. WESTERHAM. 

19. JOHN DUGDALE, Brewer's Traveller, Laburnum House. Age, 45 years. 
Subscriber—from commencement, WITTON-LE-WEAR. 

20. THIRZA DAY, servant, Stanley House. Age, 21 years. Subscriber—since 
April, 1885. WOOTTON BASSETT, 


SLOPER’S SOCIAL SONNETS. 
No. 5.—THE “ BoOT-CLOSER.” 


BENDING bodies, foreheads clouded, 
All day long we work and work 

In a room all foul and clouded— 
Not a minute can we shirk. 


Stitch and stitch, and tramp the treadle, 
“Closin’” girls are all of us ; 

“ Acks of Parlyment” don't meddle ; 
Such as us don’t make a fuss. 


Backs get crooked, faces sallow ; 
Eyes get sore, and heads may ache ; 

Skins they get like dingy tallow— 
That's the end the sweaters make, 


Our guv'nor has a stunning villa 
Somewheres out, sir, in the West; 

His missis dresses fit to kill her; 
You just see her in her best. 


His daughters rides on splendid ‘orses 
With the swells all in the Row; 
Only penny trams, of course, is 
Good enough for us, you know, 


A ‘oliday we sometimes gets, sir— 
Has a turn out Epping way ; 
For a moment we forget, sir, 
What's our work and what's our pay. 


Wears blue feathers in our hats, sir ; 
Rides in waggons, shouts and sings ; 

What's the awful harm in that, sir— 
Rides on roundabouts and swings? 

You think it very low, you would, sir, 
"Cos we has a bit of fun; 

Yet there’s many ain't as good, sir, 

« As us “closers "—me for one. 


WouR CHARACTER TOLD. 


EL Deri ES J ed cole es cl Jie 


For the Benefit of the Readers of “ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLtIDAY,” the 
services of a Grapholonist of great skilland talent hare been engaged. Readers 
desiring a delineation of their character must send a letter of moderate length 
signed with the usual signature, and accompanied bya stamped addresse 
envelope (with the writer's own address), All letters must be dtrected to— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S GRAPHOLOGIST,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 
Ansiers will be posted direct to the addresses given oy Envelopes. No notice 
will be taken of any communication not complying with the above requlations. 
Ansrers cannot be guaraateed wtthin fourteen days, but wtlt be forwarded 
as early as posstble, 


A CLOSE SHAVE. 


_—_— 


HE wasa hair-dresser. His name was quite appropriate—Combings 
—Alfred Combings. He had served his apprenticeship ina couutry 
town, and got a 
berth through an 
advertisement in 
the SAirdressers’ 
Ch roniecle, in an 
establishment — in 
the Strand. 
London ways were 
new to Combings, 
but he soon re 
came a tirst-class 
manipulator, Cus- 
tomers quarrelled 
over him, and the 

roprietor rai 

is wages to pre- 
vent him leaving, 
and he took first 

rize in three hair- 

Tessing competi- 
tions, one after the 
other, for dress- 
ing a young ca he 
hair with the 
greatest quickness, 
elegance, and des- 
patch, They were 
all plain—the 
young ladies who 
Seat" tohim, But 
on the fourth occa- 
sion, Combings 
not only lost the Swathed in pink calico wrappers. 

rize, but lost his 

ead—and his heart, too, into the bargain ! 

Fifteen operators went into the list. There were spectators—a 
hundred or so, all interested in hairdressing. There was a platform 
with tifteen chairs upon it, and upon each chair sat a young lady 
swathed up in a pink calico wrapper. Combings was a lust hair- 
dresser from that moment he saw his subject. 

He lost. He was disgraced, for he finished the very last of all. 

It was raining when he put on his coat to go home, and outside 
the hall where the competition had tuken place SHE stood and 
waited for her omnibus. And when the 'bus came up, it proved to 
be the very one he wanted. 

Her name was Jessie—Jessie Meriton, and she was a dressmaker's 
apprentice. He found out this by degrees, and that she was an 
orphan, And they walked out together; and when he said, all 
trembling, “ Will you marry me, Jessie?” she answered, “* Yes, Mr. 

Combings, thank 


A 


W¢ 


adal | : ney you.” And so it 
By { nee E was settled. 

: \ | He left the es- 

= tablishment in the 

me Strand, and set up 


for himself in the 
City Road. Quite 
a little place, but 
pony of custom 
to fill it. And he 

ut up a curtain 

tween the shop 
and the operating 
room. 

A regular swell 
came to the little 
po in the City 

oad nearly every 
week, though, as 
Com\ ings — said, 
his hair didn’t 
want it. His 
attitude at last 
made Combings 
jealous. He al- 
ways paused in 
the little shop to 
buy something. 

Combings made 

— = his mind up. He 
Paused in the shop to buy something. was a determined 
man, if he was a 
hairdresser. He would not allow his home to be ruined, his heart 
to be broken, without a fight for it. The lover came as usual. 
Combings lathered him, and took out his best razor, He tried it on 
his thumb, and began. _« * * * * * 

“Let go my throat, you villain! Would you murder me?” 

“Swear that you will never look at, never speak, or write to my 
wife again. You're at my mercy, you sneaking, scented puppy ! 
Steal my wife's love from me, make her miserable, ruin my hopes, 
and blight my life for me for ever! That is what you meant to do. 
And you would risk your throat in these hands !” 

“Wha—what do you want me todo? You—you've got the best 
of it. I give in. Only take that d—— thing out of my sight.” 
He shuddered, and his lively olive complexion, if Jessie had only 
seen it, had turned a dirty green. “As for your wife, l—i’m 
marri man 
already.” 

“You scoun- 


a bit of fun. 
never cared a 


The curtain 
dividing the 
saloon from 
the shop came 
to the ground 
with a crash, 
Jessie lay in- 
sensible behind 
it. She had 
heard all. Her 
husband let go 
his hold, and 
the swell rose 
up with the 
towel still 
tucked about 
his chin, and 

ed, 

Combings 
picked her up 
and brought 
her round, “Would you murder me?" 

Never a word 

of reproach did he utter. He put the shop in charge ana tock 
her away to the seaside, and when she got better she told him ull, 
and he forgave her. 

The establishment in the City Road flourishes still, and the 
tradespeople, the postmen, the dustman and the swerp are un- 
Temitting in their custom, but no swell’s sixpence ever rattles into 
the till, and Jessie is a happy wife and mother. 
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A REAL, RIGHT-DOWN ROCKETER. thy 


Ne Pr Ye 2, ia 
(=<. 


Sati 


OH, THE MEN! 


’ prise ce > 
\ — ~ “Do you know, dear, I think men are just the horridest things 
1. A painter was Badger, not one of the low street-door type, but one who aimed 2. Asilly ass must needs interfere in pigay's =paties expedition by outrage- in existence. Why, would you believe it, I was writing to my 
at higher art. Badger had a eapital taste for outdoor sketching, and was known ously attacking Mr. Pig in the rear, to which the latter very much objects. And intended the other day; I had no sooner got to his name than the 
as the great unhung landscapist. Rum enough, a passing er had the same then the Catharine-wheel business was turned on. “Gosh ! jeerewsh —Show me dreadful ink upset, and all over that new dress of mine you admired 
liking for art, and showed it in a manner which common humanity has defined the man who chucked that dynamite bemb at me,” gurgled B, and echu | 80, So you see, men, although absent, are the cause of all mischief 
as piggish in the extreme. enswered, “ Who!” | which befalls us."—Extract of letter from one pet to another, 


TOOTSIF'S FRIENDS. THE ROYAL TABLEAUX VIVANTS. 


In consequence of the success of the recent Royal Tableaux Vivants, Pickhead contributes a few additional tableaux. 
The rights, éc., of these wonderful works of art are strictly reserved. 


TABLEAU L—“A Was AN ARCBER WHO SHOT TABLEAU IT.—“‘I'm GOING A-MILEING, SIR, SHE TABLEAU II!.—“ Tais Pic WENT TO MARKET.” 
aT a Froo.” This stirring incident tells us how = 8alD.” This tells how a certain disguised milk-inspector Our next tableau exemplifies a case of trusting guile- 
anarcher came upon a poor little frog seated onthe — accosted a country maid, asking her where she was go- _—lessless. A little pig one day was being guide! to 
log pathetically referred to by Mrs. Leo Hunter, ing to. She replied “ A-milking,” and artlessly sought the nearest market, and thinking he was out fora 


and, dra his bow, shot at it,and missed. But a neighbouring pump-handle fora drink. He at once holiday, went ambling gaily along, never to return, Y 
remorse for his wanton act seized him,and hewas = charged her with attempted milk adulteration, and the = except in the shape of hands and springs, chittlings, Ev 

never sven to smile again. poor innocent girl ended her days in Millbank. sausages, sides, etc. oes 

d 

In ew 


duty, 


TAS 


samme SAIN 
wii <y 
ma Me 


No. 53.—Miss BELLA BASBALL. 


“ Oh, love, true love, unworldly, abiding ; source of all ure, TABLEAU IV.—“ ON = ” “ ” o ” This 
% inh x -—“ ONE, Two, BUCKLE MY SBOE. TABLEAU V.—“SEE-SAw. MARGERY Daw!” A TABLEAU VI.—“ Buy BaBy BUNTING. 
tps fodpeain of toy. The Book Snook This shows how pride will havoa fall. A king ordered _ pretty incident in the domestic life of the artisan of the is ayrand al. tableau representing * Brit 
t ever I gave my heart again, mothinks it would be to such a two attendants to tie his shoe-string,and they knocked Piddye ages. A young carpenter, named Daw, having —_annia, the Pride of the Ocean,” ang & hew 
one as this. —Lord Bob. their heads together, which set them Sighting ;sothe inherited a fortune, hastened to get his saw out of pawn, Union Jack—the old one being worn out through 
“Nature is lovely. She is a child of Nature, and takes after her king belaboured them. and the people thinking ‘twas _and, returning with it, gleefully asked his wife, Margery, a thousand years’ braving—for little Britannia, 
mother.” —The Hon. Billy. @ revolt, and being ripe for one, dethroned him. if she saw the saw. History is silent as to her reply. from a German manufacturer of bunting. 


THE ELDER HEARTBROKEN. 


Tall 
behind do 
Short & 
e — This is asad day for highway. 
Elder waited on and on for the Minister and the Laird to 3. After two and a balf hours they appeared, “MoNe MocNabeb, 3. Then he had them con homewa! saying, “ This iss lay * Ye 
Lae with them to the Kirk Session. ~ how's yer rbeumatiz, phos hey te = me.” And the wicked oid ‘Laird oeiat “avaneae ‘yer lemon, Calfhead.’ 
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i |-love “en a love “|nre &owko shall dare: 
To ekiole -me-far. loviegetie Voluzbecrs 


J y 
Nicl iG Lor: a-lark- 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
Yoicks! Tally-ho! &c., &c. Hunting is in full ave with a vengean 
unemployed so gay :—Hallo! A woman? No, by Jove! It proved to be a silly cove :— What! ’Arry mounted 


4 they abound :—The musio touo him, there's no doubt, But still he had to be chuoked out :— Yes, thrice has Jocy marri 


In every count v i 
duty, and as I have just heard that my friend, Charlie Warren, wants my advice as to his future movements, I must to him at once, Ta, ta 


(Traveller) 
"Which 'S 
way to 
{Ub wash 
= (Ruste) 
=S * Never heerd 
tell on it zur. * 


4 

za = (Traveller sbrying 
¥ . 
‘= 

= 


again) “Yvhich ts 
e way to the : 
Cat pasa 
; ustic , wi 
gleam imtell ASS: 'Orthat be down 
to the village. Oi be qwime there ” 


« 
5 GR 


(to h (Traveller) "Thanks | then well walk 
te into Atpwash together, ° 
Mary Ann, to make 6 6 0 lic 
highway, [And they went on, each aes 


on, couple con: a 
the people were laughing at the other. ‘What a pity a man like that hasn't a vote |—SLOPER. | 


and dear, contented, jolly-faced old ’Arry (not his sulphuric majesty) is h 
Everyone is happy, or ought to be, so forward. Quick march! Double What ! not love thee, noble boys? ir, ew men! He wks says 80 es —Se Charite bold, at last, they say, Has rif The 
? Oh, Lsay! But stop, he's on the hunting lay :-—There's Jack the Rippers all around ; 
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rm JACK THE, RIPPER 
yi ym 


Fi 
\ AS ag 
e) 


Mos bly . Fools. 
Went 


she Ongar: didi - 


Fk 
oat 


vas can be. Well, why not? I am 


e tried ; This time he's got a Yankee bride.—\ hav 
THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, | NV? done my 


VERY POORLY. 


This is nothing to do with Dr. Jeykl/ and Mr. Hyde ; it is simply 
Jocko before and after a cigar. 
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—— —__ ___ __ 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


THE result of the Presidential Election in the United States was 
at first not kuown with absolute accuracy, though the prevalent 
belief was that 
General Harrison 
had been elected, 
It must have beena 
singularly anxious 
time for both Cleve- 
land aud Harrison, 
but it would have 
been more anxious 
still for them had 
A. SLOPER been an 
American citizen, 
and had he been on 
the job too, Some 
short time back, 
when A. SLOPER 
was invited by the 
American nation to 
leave the land of 
his birth and be- 
come American: 
ized, he adjourned 
to a Yankee drink- 
ing saloon not 
many miles from 
the Strand, and, 
having taken about 
a quire to a quire 
and a half of gin 
cocktails (une 
sweeten |), he sat him down and wrote to them across the herring 
pond the following polite ultimatum :—Commencing with the 
“HALF-HOLIDAY” for August tth, 1888, cut out the first paragraph 
in“ Ally-Campane® from cach week's paper, and keep these by you 
until January 26th, 1889, when you with ba ce tornty-sie in your pose 
session, Then post the twenty-xir cuttings, with your name and ad- 
dress, to “Sloper’s £500 Competition ” “THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LonDoN, E.C., and look in the 
Number for February 2nd, 1389, for the name and address of the 
lucky winner of £500, Don't onany account post any of the cuttings 
until you hace the twenty-sie—that is, one from each week's 


“TALF-HOLIDAY,” commencing August tth, 138s, and ending 


January 26th, 1389. n® 
WE have just received from the Hansom Cab Publishing Co.,a 
copy of their new publication, containing two interesting stories, 
entitled, “A Russian Princess,” and “A Russian Ghost Story,” by 
Tracy Turnerelli. The book is very cleverly written. 
* 8 


4 * 

SARAH BERNHARDT, like the rest of her fair professional sisters, 
has submitted to be interviewed, and has spoken her mind freely. 
She adores her dresses, aud is 
glad to think of them = and 
arrange them. For years she 
has remained faithful to the 
same dressmaker, and has never 
fallen out with her. She drinks 
glycerine asa tonic for her voice. 
She will have none of the 
prompter, for it is her boast 
that she always kuows her part. 

** . 


* 
A STRANGE little shilling book 
has just been published by Simp- 
kin, Marshall & Co., written 
by John Francis Brewer, en- 
titled, “The Curse Upon Mitre 
Square.” The writer points out 
that the last but one of the series 
of Whitechapel murders wascom- 
mitted on the identical spot on 
which a great crime was perpe- 
trated by one of the monks of 
the Holy Trinity Monastery. 
Aldgate, which formerly stood 
there, and which was also the 
site of another frightful tragedy 
two centuries later. Mr, Brewer 
asks who, after this, will dare to 
say that the place is not ac- 
cursed?) A, SLOPER’S reply is in 
the form of a suggestion. Erect 
a fountain on the spot, from 
which a continuous _ silvery 
stream of juniper juice shall 
ever flow, and instead of the 
spot being cursed, it will be 
blessed eternally. Don’t you see, 
he-turn-Ally ? Here, this won't do! Goand buy the book yourself. 


* 

THE P. and O, steamer Arcadia went recently from Brindisi to 

India in twelve days. Her passengers were therefore slightly sur- 

rised to find themselves on Indian soil practically within fourteen 

days after leaving London. This is fast travelling with a vengeance. 
* 

ROBINSON'S circus was giving a performance at Kentucky. A 
nan named Proctor personated the local officer and tried to force 
aneutry. A quarrel took place, in which pistols and knives were 
used. A police officer was fatally cut in the right side, John Bremer 
was shot through the heart, the Sheriff-elect was shot through the 
right shoulder, and several onlookers were wounded by bullets. 

* 


ANOTHER week or two and Christmas is upon us, Jolly old 
Christmas with its pantomimes and plum-pudding, its colds in the 
y head and its pains in the 
lower chest. A fortnight 
earlier than that, however 
comes an event greater still 
even than the time imme- 
morial Christmas, You will 
say, “What can that be, 
pray?” Why, the publica- 
tion of “ALLY SLOPER's 
CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS,” of 
course, which takes place on 
Monday, December 10th. 
ALLY is not going to say too 
much about it for fear it 
might sound conceited, but, 
with an inborn modesty 
peculiar to the House of 
SLOPER, he challenges any 
publishing house in England 
—nay, in the world, if you 
like—to produce anything 
ejual to it for ten times the 
money, This gives you a 
taint idea that there’s a good 
twopennorth coming this 
time. We shall print 500,000 
copies as a first and only 
edition—not a copy more 
even if we were offered half 
a sovereign a-piece for them, 
They are bound to run toa 
remium—they always do—so order of your newsagent without 
delay if you waut a copy of “ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS 
Hovipays.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SHE was a beauteous girl, with eyes, oh, s0 blue! and Indiana 
was literally at her feet; an only daughter, and her father a rich 
mnan, with as fine a home as 
could be wished for, She was 
induced to procure a noxious 
drug for adding lustre to the 
eyes, Using the lotion ¢0 ex- 
cess, one of her eyes is com- 
pletely destroyed, and has had 
to be removed ; the other is 
sightless. This young girl, 
who but a short time ago was 
the belle of Indiana, is now 
totally blind... « 

= 


RECEIVED, with many 
thanks, in aid of “ALLY 
SLOPER'S PooR RELIEF 
Funp,” from LITTAE NEL- 
LIE, ls.; from Two REa- 
DERS, 8d. *.* 


THERE'S no doubt that 
Britannia rules the waves, 
that is admitted all over the 
world, and there's very little 
doubt that A. SLOPER rules 
Fleet Street. On Lord Mayor's 
Day Fleet Street was nothing 
but Sloper. Nobody cared a 
bit about the civic turn-out, 
it waa “ Good old Ally,” every- 
where. The Eminent is ex- 
tremely indebted to Mr.George 
Warman, of the “Green Dra- 
gon,” 56 and 57 Fleet Street, 
who kindly allowed the P 
Family banner to be hung from his castle walls, When A. SLOPER, 
in a moment of excitement, quoting the poets, exclaimed, 


“Give me my hunting whip, my spurs, then bring ‘em me, 
Hang out our banners on the outward thing-um-mce,” 


Mr, Warman merely smiled gently, and said, “Never mind the 
spurs, give him more ‘ Unsweetened,’ George.” 
= * 


* 

THE International Ironmongers’ Iron Metal Trades Exhibition 
(Great Scott! what a name !) which has been held at the Agricul- 
tural Hall during the last fortnight has had a very successful career. 
Those who are fond of iron are advised to go; those who are not 
are also advised to go and stick there until they get fond of it, 
But remember the exhibition closes on Saturday, so don't tarry, 
but get a shilling somehow—beg it, or borrow it, or the other 
thing—anyhow, get it, aud weigh in there at once. 

ee 
* 

AN amusing incident occurred a few evenings back at the Royal 
Aquarium. The Eminent, together with other members of the 
Family, was meandering round “ ALLY SLOPER'S INTERNATIONAL 
EXHIBITION ” when a council of war was held. and it was decided 


that a start should be made for Beckwith’s entertainment, which 
is held at the other end of the building. After sampling at all the 
different bars on the way, they at length reached the Professor, 
who was overjoyed at seeing them. ALLY, who is awfully gone on 
the troupe of beautiful and graceful lady swimmers, was sitting on 
the side of the tank, when he unfortunately fell into the water. At 
first it created a panic amongst the ladies, but when they discovered 
that it was only SLOPER, one by one the charming mermaids came 
nearer to the old man, and kissed his bald and muchly-revered 

te. This is the first time on record that A. SLOPER has been 

nown to bathe. *,* 


A SMART trade magazine, Zhe British Baker, Confectioner, and 
Purveyor, hailing from Ludgate Hill, has published an engreving 
of a handsome sugar dress, which a cook named Drogan indu 
some serio-comic belle to wear a few years ago. The lady, it 
appears, sang sweet songs and danced breakdowns in it. Tootsie 
says “ Where is the glass dress so often talked about, but not yet 
seen?” The confectioners seem more practical than the glass 
spinners. ad 


FRED SEYMOUR TURNEY, a Sheffield wine and spirit merchant, 
recently eloped, but not before uttering a forged acceptance for 
£560. He left Sheffield some 
daysago, A letter from Turney 
has been received, stating that 
he and “his Nellie” would be 
far away when the letter 
reached its "destination. Oh, 
woman,woman! what hast thou 
toanswerfor! EvenintheGar- 
den of Eden thou temptedst 
Adam with the apple. Now, 
we wonder whether Nellie had 
to use an apple. or did her own 
fair charms suftice ? 


= 
Aas! Zola can find no con- 
solation, Evenat Hong Kong 
his novels have been seized 
by the authorities for the same 
reason that the publisher was 
prosecuted here. 


* 

THE readers of “ALLY 
SLopEeR’s Ha.Fr- HOLIDAY” 
held the work of the Inte 
W. G. Baxter in such high 
esteem that we have only to 


mention that “JUDY'S + 
ANNUAL” for 1889, entitled 


“Strange, but True,” is full of = 
his pictures, to cause a rush of 
shillings on the booksellers 
and railway bookstalls, The 
book is got up with great 
taste, and is a string of strange 
stories, some sensational and some otherwise. There will be a sad 
interest in it to many, as both author and artist have only this 
year joined their brother artists in the far and distant land. 


| fortune to survive her.” 


(Saturday, November 24, 1888, 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING DECEMBER Ist, 1848, 


25th November, 1701.—In the parish register of Largo, in 
Fife, there is, or was, a record under this date concerning the 
“original of Robinson Crusoe,” Alexander Selkirk, called therein 
Selcraige, to this effect :—* The same day John Selcraige, elder, 
called, compeared, and being examined what was the occasion of 
the tumult that was in his house, he said he knew not, but that 
Andrew Seleraige, having brought ina canefull of salt water, of qeh 
his brother Alex did take a drink through mistake, and he laughing 
at him for it, his brother Alex came and t him, upon qch he rune 
out of the house.” For this and further riotous behaviour * the 
Session appointed Alex to compeare before the pulpit agst to- 
morrow aud be rebuked in the face of the congregation for his 
scandalous carriage,” and next day did “compeare” and was 
rebuked, and “ promised amendment.” 
25th November. —ST. CATHERINE’S Day.—Anciently women 
and girls in Ireland kept a fast on St. Catherine's Day. The reason 
iven for it was that the girls might get good husbands and women 
tter ones, either by the death, desertion, or reformation of their 
living ones, 


A eee 

26th November, 1716.—On this day was born Thomas 
Gray, the author of the “ Elegy,” in the house of his father, 2 money 
scrivener in Cornhill, He is buried in the R epirl bonny oe Stoke 
Pogis, which his verse has immortalized. Gray's mother lies buried 
there, and a stone bears these words, written by him, “The careful, 
tender mother of many children, one of whom alone had the mis- 
His remains rest by her side. 

26th November, 1856.—The statue of Sir C. J. Napier in Trafalgar 
Square, erected by public subscription from all classes, civil and 
ery the most numerous being private soldiers, was this day 
unveiled. 

26th November, 1789.—It was an observation of Elwes, the noted 
miser, who died this day, that if you keep one servant, your work 
will be done; if you meek two, it will be half done ; and if you kcep 
three, you will have to do it yourself, 


— 

27th November, 1747.—On this day, Henry Fielding, the 
author of “Tom Jones,” married his second wife at the Church of 
St. Benet’s, Paul's Wharf, “an obscure little church in the City, at 
that time much in request for unions of a private character.” He 
spent his honeymoon in lodgings in Back Lane, Twickenham. 

27th November, 1845.—On this day there fell at Seathwaite, in 
Borrowdale, nearly 6% inches of rain, The heaviest annual rainfall 
in the world is on the Khasia Hills, in Bengal, where it is seldom 
less than six hundred inches. 


28th November, 1859.—Washington Irving died this day 
at his residence, Sunnyside. near Tarrytown, New York. In his 
early youth Irving wanted to go to sea and bea pirate. He deter- 
mained. to make the attempt, and wisely decided to prepare hims«lf 
for it by preliminary experiences. He began by eating salt pork : 
that made him sick. He then slept for a night or so on hard 
boards: that made him sore. It was enough. He had no more 
desire to go away. Other boys who want to capture men-of-war, or 
who desire to go to the Far West and scalp ludians, would do well 
to do likewise. . ea 

28th November, 1887.—The third execution within two years took 

lace this day in the Gloucester Prison, when Enoch Wailey, a 
discharged soldier, was hanged for the murder of Hannah Evans, 
Berry was the executioner, and death 


at Kempley, near Dymock. 
was instantaneous. 


tandem 

20th November, 1762.—On this day a number of persons 
surrounded the house of John Pritchers, of West Langdon, Kent, 
uuder the pretence of his wife having Bemscher Roy named Ladd 
about thirteen years old, he having pretended to have pins and 
needles in his body, and whose father had collected large sums of 
money from the credulous. They dragged the unfortunate woman 
from her house to Ladd’s, nearly a mile distant, and there seratched 
her arms and face in a most cruel manner to draw blood, and 
threatened to swim her; but some humane persons interfered, and 
Ladd’s wife and another of the conspirators were taken before 
a magistrate, aud compelled to give satisfaction to the ill-used 
woman, : 

29th November, 1883.—The Windsor Theatre, New York, was this 
day burnt down. 

29th November, 1887.—Joseph Reynolds, actor, who for more than 
thirty-six years had been a member of the Britannia company, died 
this day, aged 69, 


presse A an hd ha OT ee 

30th November, 1793.—In a letter, published in the Wor- 
derful Magazine, nnder this date, a gentleman, living on Clifton 
Hill, Bristol, writes thus of “ Mrs. Yearsley, the extraordinary milk- 
maid” :— We have a phenomenon upon this hill; a r woman, 
about the age of thirty, who has led, hitherto, the life of a milk- 
maid; she has shown the most pious cares to a mother lately 
deceased ; has proved a most excellent wife to a husband of no 
vice, but of very little capacity ; and who has taken, and still takes 
the care of her five children.” In the midst of so laborious a life, 
the milkmaid, however, found time to write poems in blank verse, 
which attracted the favourable notice of Miss Hannah More, Mrs. 
Montagu, and Sir Horace Walpole, and led to the raising of sub- 
scriptions on her behalf, and her establishment as schoolmistress. 

30th November, 1667.—Dr. Jonathan Swift was born this day. 
His household was under the management of a woman, whom he 
privately married, but never treated as a wife—the Stella of his 
romance. After her death, the austerity of his temper increased, 
and frequent fits of illness undermined his faculties, and he became 
utterly incapable of conversation. He died, leaving the bulk of his 
fortune, £11,000, to erect and endow a hospital for idiots. 


i al na 
1st December, 1663.—Dryden, the poet, was this day mar- 
ried in St. Swithin’s Church, by London Stone, to Lady Elizabeth 
Howard ; he aged thirty, and she twenty-five, The poet's signature 
to the entry in the register is written “ Driden.” Lady Hollan 
tells how Rogers, the poet, took Sydney Smith and Tom Moore to 
look at the house where Dryden died (43 Gerard Street, Soho). It 
was very wet; the house looked much like other old houses, and 
having their shoes on, they both remonstrated, but in vain. Rogers 
got out. “Ah, you see why he don’t mind!” exclaimed my father, 
“he has got goloshes on, Rogers, lend us each a golosh, and we 
will waned on one leg and admire as long as you please. . , 

lst December, 1814.—In the Manchester Herald of this dat: 
appears an account of a widow, named Taylor, who, previous to 
her marriage under the name of William Roberts, served twenty- 
one years in the 15th Light Dragoons without the secret of her ae 
being discovered, and progressively attained the ranks of corpora 
and sergeant, qT oining, 


he ou riding master, on her first joint 1 
declared her to be the best rider in the squad of recruits with 
whom she was taught. 


1st December, 1747.—The bridge of Cologne, with one hundred 
persons, was this day carried away by a flo The earliest known 
printed book, in which the lay are numbered, is “A Sermon on 
the Presentation of the Virgin Mary,” printed at Cologne in liz. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


£150 will be paid by MR. GILBERT DALZIEI. the ore 
prictor of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HoLIbay, tothe 


next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl ( Railway Seren 
on dut plas, § who should happen to meet with his or her« o ; 
in a Railway Accident, in any part of the T nited King amy 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issuc of “ ALLY SLOPER'S ae 
Houipay” is Husa upon the Deceased at the time of the Acct em ‘ 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HaLF-Houipay” is published ever: Thurs “nd 
morning at 10 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one wee from thar 
time, expiring at 10 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 
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Saturday, November 24, 1888.) 


CHEVY CHASE. 
= 
On! Chevy Chase, dear Chevy Chase 
How oft I think of you, 


And of the 


con vuls- 
ed omy 
infant 
frame! 
What 
smiles 
adorned 
my face! 

As all your 
wonders 
I survey- 
ed, 


My own dear Chevy Chase, 


Your rival foemen, Smith and | Oh! what would I not give to 
Jones, laugh 
Were both in doleful dumps, As | was proud to do 
And Widrington, bereft of legs, | When first your wonders,Chevy, 
Kept fighting on his stumps. dear, ' 
Such cut aud thrust was never Were opened to my view? 
seen, . The phantoms of delusive 
What rapture thrilled the hope 
place ! . i Have led me many a 
The gods” exclaimed in frantic | race. 
ie: They never gave me_ such 
“Three cheers for Chevy delight 
Chase !"” As you did, Chevy Chase, 


Each Week's Competition Complete in Itself. 


SLOPER’'S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 


The Friend of Manianow giving Two Substantial Presents away 
every week to Purchasers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY "— 
one toa Lady, and one toa Gentleman, All that has to be done 
is to cnt out and jill in the Label printed below, expressing a wish 
“what the Applicant is in want of,” and post it to :— 


ALLY'S “PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“The Sloperies,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, £.C. 


*,* Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Envelope whether it isa Lady or Gentleman applying. 


SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 
“Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” November 24th, 1888. 


*~Sloper Watches” will not be given. 
95th WEEK. 


RESULT OF NOVEMBER 10th COMPETITION. 


The fullowing Applicants hare been Awarded 
“SLOPER PRESENTS.” 
1, LILIAN LORIAD, 37 St. Peter's Road, MARGATE. 
A DINING-ROOM CLOCE. 


2, ARTHUR HODGSON, 41 Bassein Park Rond, | SHEPHERD'S BUSH. 
A PIKE-ROD AND LINE. 


; TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


Advertisements, as under, will be ine 
serted in this column free of charge, pro- 
vided the Sender's Name'and Address 
are enclosed with the Advertisement, not 
for te, but as a guarantee of 
good faith, 

Tootsie undertakes, free of charge and 
post-free, to forward unopened, to the 
parties interested, all letters received in 
reply to the advertisements inserted, 
Advertisements already received, which 
donot appear below, will be inserted as 
soon ax apace admits, Address— 


TOOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 


99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


YOUNG LADY, aged 18, tall and 

‘A slight, good figure, with sweet face, dark 

blue eyes, fair hair, wishes to correspond with 

Young gentleman few years older with view to 

matrimony. Will make a loving wife. Address 

—" VIOLET,” “ TOOTSIZ’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe 
Lane, London, E.C, 


te tain, Seegepe a ess ee BESS Pe 
( ‘ENTLEMAN, aged 27, holding good position in a bank, medium 
boc height, good looking, good tempered, agreeable and musical, desires to 
rorrespond with a young lady with a view to matrimony. She must be cheer- 
‘1, fond of music, and possessed of good looks; and the additional possession 
of a comfortable income will not be considered a disadvantage. Address, with 
rhota and full particulars, (in confidence)—"GwiLyM,” “TOOTSIE’S MATRI- 
MONIAL AGENCY,” “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


aE Ca I tt brag Geb oars 
Jc ITTY » aged 22, fair, medium height, would like to comes pond 
"7 with a respectable young man requiring a loving and domesticated wife. 
Ut Possible, please enclose photo (which will be returned) to “ Kitty,” “ Toot: 
1E'S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY," “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


> MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoc Lane, London, F.C. _ 
THE ADVERTISER, who is 19 years of age, good looking and 
raw Vell educated, but has the misfortune to be deaf and dumb, wishes to 
snow if there ts any nice looking Indy, aged between 17 and 19, who would 
Viirespond with him with a view to marriage. If se, please address, with 
photo ~* BILLY," “ TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY, “The Sloperics,” 99 
“ioe Lane, London, E.C, 
SAU AUS neg pet oe eee eee eee cee 
A SUPERIOR DOMESTIC would like to correspond with a 
sta “respectable young man with a view to matrimony. Advertiser fs fair, 
ner 21, medium height, would make a good loving wife toa suitable partner ; 
‘ly those with honourable intentions need answer, and those living in London 
Vreterred, Wnt not a necessary condition. Enclose photo if possible, and ad- 
Shoots Fhosste,” “Toorsie’s MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “ the Sloperies,” 99 
Shwe Laue, London, E.C. 


BLANCHF (Aged 19). 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—_—~— 


*,* It has come to the knowledge of A. SLOPER, Esq., F.0.M., that 
there are those who doubt the genuineness of the Letters published 
Srom numerous celebritionachnewiodging the receipt of his AWARD 
OF MERIT.” A. SLOPER, Esq., T.W.M., wishes to assure his patrons 
that every letter that has been published under the title of “THE 
Ep1Tor’s LETTER-Box ” is bond fide, and a Prize of £100and the 
* AWARD OF MERIT” itself will be given to anyone who can prove 
the contrary, 


THE EGYPTIAN HALL, LONDON, Norember 5th, 1888, 
My DEarR ALLY,—The receipt of your “Award of Merit” was, 
indeed, a pleasant surprise. I appreciate it all the more because it 
comes from a brother humorist. Humorists are not always kind to 
each other, and comic newspapers are not unfrequently uncompli- 
mentary to comedians, One antiquated female, who edits an 
alleged humorous London weakly, says in her diary she would 
rather not have heard my jokes. Perhaps they made her laugh. 
So many years have elapsed since the poor dreary old soul raised a 
laugh, a little mirth must have seemed quite strange to her, Thanks 
very much for your kindness, dear ALLY. I shall take your testi- 
monial back to New York with me next year, and hang it upin the 
new theatre which is to be built for me there. 
Yours fraternally, HERCAT, F.O.S. 


JETTY EXTENSION, MARGATE, KENT, Norember 6th, 1888. 

DEAR OLD FRIEND ALLY,—When | saw my name mentioned in 
your interesting paper that | was to receive the “ Award of Merit,” 
1 was more than surprised, You may be sure that it will have a 
very prosinest place on the Jetty next season, for I shall ever be 
proud of it. By-the-bye, should you at any time be running down 
to good old Margate to have a dip in the briny, don't leave without 
giving me a look up on the Extension, where, on the Q.T., w 
could manage two small nips of the good old favourite “U.S,” 
just to cement our friendship. Give my very best regards to all 
the Family, and allow me, dear friend, to remain, 

fours very truly, VICTOR RUSHFORTH, F.O.S. 


THEATRE RoyAL, Drury LANE, Norember 7th, 1888. 
DEAR MR. SLOPER,—Many thanks for the honour you have done 
me in conferring your esteemed “ Order” on 
Yours faithfully, HENRY HAMILTON. 


RIGHT YOU ARE! 


“SEAMEN are not what they were when | was a youngster,” 
exclaimed an old-fashioned ofticer to a coastguardman, with whom 
he had entered into conversation. “ Now, supposing you had to 
report that the wind was 8.8.W. 48. a little Southerly, how many 
Ss would you make use of?" “ Why, four, | opera ” answered the 
goby, as he slowly counted them over. “Ha! 1 thought 80,” 
triumphantly exclaimed the old shellback, “We should have 
made five in my time.” “How's that?” “Why, my man, we 
should have said ‘S.S.W. 4S. a little Southerly, Sir!” 


> 


THOSE RAILWAY WHISTLES! 


A correspondent recently complained in a daily paper of “the abominable 
and totally unnecessary nuisance of railway whistles.” 

HE looked like one stark raving mad-— 
His manner was dejected ; 

It seemed as if for nonths he had 
His appetite neglected ; 

In fevered heat he tore his hair, 
And like a mnan demented, 

Tle swore an awful kind of swear, 
And never once relented, 

“T cannot eat, [ cannot sleep ; 
The demon leaves one never. 

Forth from my couch at night I creep— 
Will it be thus for ever?” 

“Such feelings, wretched man,” I cried, 
“In other channels train 'em.” 

“The railway whistle,” he replied, 
“ Has broken my tympanum !"” 


——— 


CHILDREN THAT WE BLESS. 


THE child who insists upon kissing you with a sticky mouth, 
and pawing you with dirty hagers. 

The child who asks you before an audience whether your teeth 
will come out all together like grandmamma’s, i 

The child who announces at the breakfast table that your hair 
comes off and on. 

The child who will stay in the room to hear all you have to say 
to her elder sister. 

The child who artlessly repeats to rich and crusty Uncle John 
your last candid remark concerning his temper. 

The child who convulses the luncheon table by relating how you 
kissed his pretty nursemaid on the stairs, 


————— 


TO MY CIGAR. 
ALL start with fire, like thee, 
Brightly 
Burning with ardour and sightly, 
ightly 
All at the start should be. 


Life shortens, then, like thee, 
Until 

’Tis sped. So e’er ‘twas, so tis still; 
It will 

Thus pass at lengtn from me! 


All ends in smoke, like thee, 
as! 
Fickle as woman, frail as glass, 


us pass 
All joys away from me! 


All end in ash, like thee, 
igar, 
Blown with the wind and dust, afar 


eare: 
Soon I but ash shall be! 


BEAR AND FORBEAR. 


WE heard the following froma parson, so that the most fastidious 
need not be afraid of reading it:—‘‘There was once a sailor, who, 
in wandering about the ice in the Arctic regions, suddenly came 
face to face with a bear, He was without arms, and for a moment 
did not know what todo. And then he thought he’d try a prayer, 
which he did, after the following fashion,—‘ Oh, Lord ! please help 
me now. I ain't one of those fellers as is always worrying you and 
asking for favours, 80 you may as well hear me, and do as I ask ; 
but, if so be as you won't help me, then, oh, Lord, please don’t help 
the bear, and then I shall have a chance of coming out square,’” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

A CONSTANT GLEANER.—The tax-gatherer. 

WHAT is the difference between your father and your doctor ?— 
One whacks and loves you, the other waccinatrs you. 

WHY are you wrong in saying that my sister’s name is Mary ?— 
Because it’s a lie, sir—I mean Eliza, 

N.B.—At all railway stations, in future, recollect that one thirty 
is not past one, but only half-past. 

CAN a ship with two owners be called a partner-ship ? 


MRS. DANDO’S DAUGHTER’S HUSBAND. 

A DOMESTIC CHRONICLE OF SIN AND SORROW, 

RELATED BY MRS. DANDO. 
_—_ —(Continued.) 

AFTER them, Matilda's six old schoolfellows all come together ina 
four-wheeler, and, when unpacked, look, each of them, about half 
as big again as 
the cab, 

After these, 
Mrs. Hankev's 
daughter comes 
on foot, and 
goes upstairs to 
put on a ilk 
skirt she has 
brought with 
her ina parcel. 
Then the two 
young ladies 
who used to 
live next door 
to us come in 
separate Ves 
hicles, and as 
far as ladies go, 
we might begin 
dancing at once, 
if any of the 
gentlemen had 
arrived, only as 
yet they have 
not. 

This being 
the case, the 
Jadies sit all 
round the room 
on the rout 
seats, as though 
they were at 
school, waiting 
to be called up in classes, and up to now the entertainment is 
going ata little bit flat. ; ; 

At this juncture, however, 1 fancy I hear a very peculiar kind of 
noise outside in the passage, and go out to see what it is, | 

Mra, Hankey, with a piece of tea-cake in her hand, and violently 
agitated, is the first person who meets my gaze. 

1 ask her what on earth has happened. i , 

“Oh! he gave me such a turn—the gentleman in the nighteap !" 

Good heavens! it iaas | thought. J¢ is Mr. Dando wpstairs! 


“I've got nothing.” 


CHAPTER VIII. 


MRS. DANDO'S DAUGHTER'S HUSBAND'S FATHER-IN-LAW 
(UPSTAIRS). 


IT is time that I said something about Mr. Dando (upstairs). 
Perhaps it is 
aleo time that 1 
explained why 
he is upstairs, 
and what he 
does there. 

Mr. Dando, if 
you want to 
know, has 
something 
wrong with his 
back, which is 
more wrong 
sometimes than 
at others, but, 
according to his 
own account, is 
always very bad 
indeed, and 
makes him 
generally rather 
worritsome, 
When Mr. Tom- 
linson did Mr. 
Dando and me 
the honour to 
marry our Ma- 
tilda, Mr. 
Dando, who 
used to be a 
tide-waiter, had 
been pensioned 
off a year or 
two, and we had 
the upper part of a housein the Old Kent Road, but Mr. Tomlinson 
thought we should be more comfortable living with him, and I 
thought so too, if Mr. Dando was kept upstairs as much as possible. 

Here we are assembled—that is to say, the ladies have all come, 
but the gentlemen are a little late. Here we are seated round the 
drawing-room, hearing Mr, Tomlinson make some very clever and 
improving remarks upon the subject of Edison’s new phonograph 
when [| hear a strange noise in the passage, and, rushing out, tind 
Mrs. Hankey (who has charge of the tea and coffee and tea-cake) 
violently agitated respecting an old gentleman in a nightcap. 

I rush upstairs, and tind Mr. Dando has been attiring himself 
with great splendour in the dress-coat he was married in, a blue 
satin sprigged waistcoat, and a pair of check trousers ; but he has 
forgotten to take his nightcap off, and wears his carpet slippers. 

There is only 
one thing todo 
—to soothe Mr. 
Dando's ruffled 
feelings as well 
as I can,and get 
him into bed, 
and let him have 
a nice glass of 
something hot, 
and — perhaps 
he'll go to sleep. 

I try this, but 
he won't be 
soothed, Dane- 
ing is followed 
by supper, and 
Mr. Tomlinson 
has proposed a 
toast. 

“Are you all 
charged ?"’ Mr. 
Tomlinson says, 
after the man- 
ner of personsat 
publie dinners. 

“l’ve got 
nothing.” says 
Mr. Green, * but 
I'm in hopes.” 

Mr. Tomlinson 
is vetting very 
red and angry at 
having to wait 
for the champagne, before making his speech, ond as it is so long 
coming, sits down azain without speaking. Meanwhile T have 
flown upstairs, and am. wrestling breathlessly with Mr. Dando for 
a half buttleful, which is all that is left, and we spill it between us, 

(Zo be continued next week.) 


Mr. Dando. 


Very angry, indeed. 
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SWEETS TO THE SWEET. 
a Well, Ethel ; have some honey or some jam ? 
yy) Please I'd like some jam with the honey ; it sin't 
i sweet enourch by itself ! 


RN 


i 


WSN ‘ 
SSS : = 
\—. Bs 


Str Marmaduke. Not a bit more coal on, Mary—not a liitie bit. 
Mistress (sarcastically). Nv, Mary, Your master is chairman of a coal-mine company, and at the 


No. 54.—Nit. Dan LENO, F.OS8. 


“Ic ts with a slight feeling of trepidation that we take up 
our pen to depict a few incklents in the merry career of that 


prevent price of coal, each lump is worth its weight in gol to him. 

Beeman uneniycrem Maer aerate | By Aare, Mate net fr Yona J rt 8, em Lae te 

a. \ haq DmMer, ane . J Mistress. All right, my dear; although you are “in coals,” you ni not look so 4 ve that “T saw bim bold acquuitauce wiih tbe wave” 
to carefully pick our way through the twists and turns of our : ! —— 2 . 

rots life. 7 " is Ly present ry orphan, ad people, when for your customers, who buy coals and find they have got slate —Twelfth Night. Act 1. 
nk-standing is going on, pronounce it ‘ off-‘un,’ but ’ 

simply a matter of tare: Our hero's parents died when he MORE SPO KES FOR FASHION’S WHEEL. 
was three months old, and from that time he has had to sup- if " os 


port himself, two brothers and a sister, besides othor relations a" 
too numerous to mention. His Uncle Attenborough has ren- 
dered him trifling assistance nowand again, But this is hardly 
worth mentioning. Dan is by trade a singer and dancer, and 
has especially made himself famous by a song, entitled, we 
think, ‘I'll Give Him Beans To-Night.’ This song has since 
bebn parodiel by Mr. Hayden Coffin, in a ditty, entitled 
*Queen Of My Heart To-Night,' but this is with Leno's full 
paged Chiefly because he is so Le(a)no, Dan was created 

.0.8., and the *sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him, 
June 16th, 1888."—Dehrett tmproved, 


She. Oh, lovely champagne! Now, don't you agree with 
me, Charley, dear, that wine and women are just the sweetest 
and dearest things on this earth ? 

Charley (thinking of his pociet). Yes, darling—they cer- 
tainly are the dearest! 


ace 
the 
whi 


d 


He, Oh, Mary, dear, nearly all my cheek's gone! 
She. Well, you were always told you had too much! 


Cis 
S 
. 
Smith. I say, Jones, old man, I’ve been and lost a“ monkey.” Ss 
What the dickens shall I do? 
Jones. Why, shove an advertisement in the Hue and Cry As the “ Directoire” period of costume has heen all the fashion this season, why not go in for future developments in the same direction? Here area few 
for him, or else assassinate a hurdy-gurdy man whose got one. suiguestions for Brighton, from SLOPER'S “ One-Tile-Loose ” contributor. 
London : Printed by DaLziEL BroTgERs, at their Camden Press, High Street, N.W., ana Published by tne Proprietor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, E.U.—Saturday, November 24, 1¢88. 
1, It is! 


Ba. 


